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shoulders. After a prayer by a chaplain we got back in the motors and drove to where a big Christmas dinner was given for the troops.
It was a real traditional American dinner, with turkey, cranberry sauce, and pumpkin pie cut army fashion in slices large as this page, and plenty for each to have an encore if he wanted one. General Leorat, who was beside me, said he had heard of this pie but never seen it before, He looked dubiously at the great yellow square before him. Compared with French pastry, it was a little formidable looking, so I watched his approach to it. A very conservative corner morsel was his first and last tribute to good U.S.A. pumpkin pie. It was a merry meal with good stories and high spirits, and we were sorry to say goodbye to the boys when the rime came.
Again we had a long drive to General Pershing's chateau where he and his staff lived. As we were all frozen to the marrow it was comforting to find open fires and steaming hot tea ready for us in this spacious house. We stayed long enough to thaw out and get an idea of the place and of the personnel of the General's staff, and at dark went again to the train for another night trip back to Paris.
The reports of delay in opening the Peace Conference had been only too true. To help fill in the time, on the day after Christmas we started for Calais to embark for England.